THE MIDDLE YEARS
could not truly get to know our own real history
while we were obsessed by a fancied past. The case
seemed perfectly obvious to me.
The result of this was a controversy which lasted
for years. Philologists, historians, paleographers,
chemists, declared that the manuscripts were false;
I tried to prove ethnically and sociologically that
they could not come from the Middle Ages. Hattala
opposed us; Kvicala, who had told Gebauer in
confidence that he didn't believe in the authenticity
of the manuscripts, turned against us too; then the
newspapers attacked us, decrying us as unpatriotic
and traitors to our nation. It was all very silly.
The clubs began to take up the question, and even
the man in the street. One day I was in a beer
house waiting for Schwaiger; at the next table was
Vojta Naperstek's brother, the proprietor. He didn't
know who I was, and began talking about me,
saying that I was paid by the Germans to belittle
the past of the Czechs, etc, I let him'go ahead and
even led him on; it was only after I had left the
place that the others told him he had been talking
about me to myself. Another time I joined with
some folk in a tram in cursing that traitor Masaryk.
I found it very amusing; what made me angry was
to see that some of them were not honest in defending
the manuscripts; they did not believe in them, but
were afraid to confess it,
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